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RETURN TO m LAW 



WfcAN SLOCUM rode in the lead of the 
*9 small band of horsemen., As he slouched 
in the saddle, he peered ahead cautiously, eyes 
flickering from side to side. Slocum .was a 
man who had spent most of his grown days 
being pursued by the law— or in jail— and he 
had no hankering to go back to the shadow 
of a prison cell. So he was careful, always. 

Suddenly, he reined in his paint horse. 
"Whoa, there, bronc!" 

Rising in the stirrups, Slocum looked ahead 
to where a cluster of buildings made a settle- 
ment in the prairie. Homes, a hotel, a saloon, . 
a few stores, a few false-fronted business 
buildings— that was a town in the old West. 
But this one, strangely enough, looked familiar 
to Slocum! He twisted in his saddle and 
waited for the other riders to come up to him. 
Soon' they rode up— Bart Carfield, boss of the 
gang, and Clint and Dade Shaw, two hard- 
shooting brothers from over in Oklahoma. For 
the past year, the four men had ridden to- 
gether — against the law! 

Dan Slocum crooked a thumb ahead at the 
town that could be seen far in the distance. 

"This where we're heading, Bart?" he asked. 
"What did you say the name of the town 
was , " 

Bart Carfield nodded, his bushy, black eye- 
brows arching. "Its Renfro City," he replied. 
"Little mining town — and just ripe for us. 
Clint, here, scouted il last month, while we 
were over doing that Salinas job. He says it'll 
be easy as roping an hour-old maverick, but 
that it'll pay a lot better. They'll be holding 
a monthly payroll on Tuesday, that's tomor- 
row. Jest one guard and an old hick sheriff 
who probably can't shoot the side out of a 
silo!" The leader of the gang paused, to roll 
j a twisted smoke. Then— "Why'd you ask. Dan? 
Know the place?" 

Dan Slocum hesitated. "Oh, I reckon I prob- 
ably went through it a while back," he said. 
"Not for ten years, though. Mebbe fifteen." 



By Dick Kraiis 

Thai night the badmen camped by the Side 
of a wash. As they cooked grub over a tiny, 
boulder-screen fire, Bart Carfield outlined his 
plans for the holdup of the mining payroll. 
With a pointed branch, he drew a map in the 
sand by the little blaze. 

"This is the main street."*he muttered. "And 
here's the mine office. The guard'll be standing 
right here . . ." He drew a line with the branch, 
up the main street. "We'll hit town about 
twelve o'clock. That's when the sheriff'!! be 
eating lunch, so we won't figger on meeting 
up with him. Dade and I will move into the 
office. We'll slug the guard and go to work 
on rounding up the mazuma. Meanwhile, you 
two will be posted as lookouts in the street 
outside. Got it? Clint? Dan?" 

Dan Slocum nodded his head absently. He 
had been listening to Carfield. And yet. all 
along, his thoughts had been straying. Renfro 
City ! The town where he had been born, where 
he had lived through boyhood. It was a long 
time ago,. . '. more than fifteen years. Uncon- 
sciously, the outlaw's fingers went up and 
touched the hair on his temples. Chestnut 
brown It had been— when he was a kid in 
Renfro City. And now it was starting to streak 
with gray. 

He always knew that sooner or later he a 
be coming back to the town hi had called 
"home. He'd tried to avoid it. and had. more 
" than once. But now there was no point to 
mentioning it to Bart Carfield or the Shaw 
brothers. They'd grow suspicious . - . 
Slocum looked up. 

"Keno!" he said. "I'm for it. It sounds all 
right. Now let's get some shut-eye. We'll have 
a busy day tomorrow . . ." 

As noon approached on the next day, Dan 
Slucum was still thinking about it, All night 
long, his thoughts had raced. But now there 
was no time to think. Bart Carfield had reined 
his buckskin In, and was pointing shead. 
"That's it," he husked. "The mining office. 
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Dan, you and Clint wait here. Dade and I will~ 
move in. If we're not out in ten minutes, come 
in after us. But we won't have trouble. The 
sheriff shouldn't be along. But if he does come, 
don't take any Ranees. Blast him!" 

Quickly, Carfield and Dade Shaw dis- 
mounted. 

They disappeared in the shaded entrance of 
the mining office. Dan and Clint Shaw were 
left waiting in the bright noonday sun. They 
stood by their horses, faces immobile, eyes 
combing the dust-hazed street. Suddenly, Clint 
Shaw, grew rigid. His hand caught at Dan 
Slocum's elbow, 

'"Look there. Coming down the street. It's 
the sheriff! Blamed old fool. Reckon he fin- 
ished lunch early! We'll give him a dessert 
he didn't expect !" 

Peering down the street. Dan Slocum saw a 
white-haired old man walking along, sheriff's 
star glinting on his chest. He knew the lined, 
tired old features well; he had thought about 
them last night, At his side, Dan was aware 
of Clint Shaw clutching at his revolver. He 
wheeled toward the other outlaws. 

"No, Clint!" he husked. "Mebbe he'll go by 
the. office. Don't shoot him down — in cold 
blood ! !" 

"Let him go by?" Shaw grunted, disbeliev- 
ingly. '"You heard what Bart said. We can't 
take chances. I'll gun him down — and the 
boys'll be out pronto, with the money." He 
lifted the Colt. His eyes narrowed, and his 
finger tightened on the trigger. 

Dan Slocum hesitated for a brief moment, 
thoughts whirling. The old man was just 
twenty yards away, walking unsuspectingly 
to his death. He could not help himself. Only 
Dan could — and he did! Muscles tensing, he 
lunged toward Shaw. One hand gripped the 
badman's wrist, twisting it, SO that the shot 
went skyward. At the same moment, Dan sent 
a right hook slamming at Clint's jaw. Stunned, 
the badman reeled backward. 

At the sound of the shm, the old sheriff 
whirled, then flung himself into the shelter 
of a doorway on the other side of the street. 

Moments later, the door of the mining com- 
pany was knocked open! 

Out sprang Carfield and Shaw, jackets 
stuffed with packs of money — and gripping 
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revolvers. Spying the old sheriff in the nearby 1 
doorway, they opened fire on him. This time, ' 
Dan Slocum did not hesitate at all. Cupping 
his left hand, he shouted, "Leave him alone, 
boys! Try me!" 

Then, dropping to one knee, he leveled his 
gun at his two erstwhile buddies! Lead sang 
through the air, as the badmen lanced flame 
at each other, and the acrid smell of gun- 
powder eddied down the Western street! First 
Dade' Shaw fell, gripping his chest and col- 
lapsing, like an emptying sack of wheat. Then 
Bart Carfield caught at his throat and spun 
around, dropping his gun and sinking to the 
sidewalk. 

Dan Slocum started to lower his smoking 
gun. Then, suddenly aware of a glimpse of 
movement behind him, he started to whirl. But 
he was too late. Crouching there. Clint Shaw 
fired three shots up at him. point-blank. They 
all smashed into his face, and he fell forward- 
Clint Shaw was the last of the gang to die — 
and it was the old sheriff, across the street, 
who gunned for him. 

JP 1 RIM JUSTICE it was, and that was the 

first comment of the sheriff's deputy as 
he looked down at the four failen men. 

"You say it was this hombre, here, who 
started to gun down the holdup men?" lie 
asked, pointing at the borly of Dan Slocum. 

The white-haired lawman nodded. 

"It was! The lookout would have killed me 
from ambush, if he hadn't seen him and 
stopped him. Poor fella! I reckon he must 
have been a cowhand, just ambling along. 
With his face smashed up like that, we'll 
probably never be able to identify him . . ." 
The old sheriff shook his head. "His own 
father wouldn't know him now! But he'd be 
mighty proud of him if he knew how he died." 

The lawman turned away, and the deputy 
knew what he was thinking about. 

He was thinking about his own son, who 
had run away from town, more than fifteen 
years before. Folks said that young Dan 
Slocum had turned -outlaw and killer. That's 
why old sheriff Slocum was so sad. He was 
probably reckoning that he'd never see his 
boy alive again! 

He never would . . . 

THE END 
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QUIZ. 

HI THE BIBLE SAVS 
ra JONAH WAS 

SWALLOWED 3V , 
A WHALE. 

□ True Q False 





(ftET VDUB THINKING CAPS ON ANP Ticy TO BP AT THE 
^QUIZMASTER. SCORE YOURSELF AS FOLLOWS i 5 COVE&CT, 
EXCELLENT. 4- CORRECT, Vgfty GODP. 1 CORRECT SOOO. 
1 CORSECr, FAlB.1 CORRECT POOR. 



B S.F. BOOT WROTE 
THE " BATTLE CRY 
OF FREEDOM * 

Qjrue n False 



RACEHORSE 
DRINKS 15 GALLONS OF 
WATER PAILV. 
QTrue £J FOllows 



SEOVER WAS 
PRESIDENT cleve- 
-ANE"5 MiPPLE NAME. 
□ True Q False 





_»|BABE RUTH HIT 
MIS RECOUP- MAKING 
60 HOME RUNS IN 
ONE SEASON IN 1925 
QTrue □ False 



M6r3VlWS 'N3Hd3l« SW* 3WVN SIH -snai 



jl, COMING COMIC ATTRACTIONS ^ 
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